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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tre Editor of the following Piece knows 
that the Author conſidered his production as 
a trifle ; but a trifle, which, with beautiful 
muſic and theatrical decorations, might con- 
tribute to the entertainment of the Public. 
That he was not miſtaken, is evident from 
the event. The fingular ſtory of the man 
in the Iron Maſk, at firſt confined in the Ile 
of St. Marguerite, was not deemed by Vol- 
taire beneath the dignity of hiſtory; and 
crowded audiences have thought it worthy 
of their attention. The ſubje&t, however 
proper for the Stage, was not free from dif- 
ficulties. The Author, as appears from his 
prologue, knows the value of liberty, and, 
conſequently, could not withhold his ap- 
plauſe from a people ſtruggling for a free 
conſtitution : but delicacy required that even 
the appearance of any thing that might be 
conſtrued into an inſult to a foreign country 

1 ſhould 


wi PREFACE 
ſhould be avoided. To ſteer through thoſe 


oppoſite extremes ſeems to have been the de- 
ſign throughout the piece; and when the 
pruning hand of authority proſcribed certain 
paſſages, the Author ſubmitted chearfully, 
though in all probability more was loſt in 
{pirit, than gained in decency, by ſuch cor- 
rections. | 

The Editor will only add, that he hopes 
he need not apologize to the Author for the 
liberty he takes in preſenting to the Reader 
Scenes, which have been received with fo 
much favour, and which probably will con- 
tinue for ſome time in a courſe of reputation, 


P1ccADILLY, 
Nov. 3eth, 1789. 


R OL O G U E. 
By the AUTHOR, 
Spoken by Mr. BANNISTER, Jun. 


Tn IS night we celebrate a heroe's fame, 
Who liv'd—we know not where—nor what his name; 
Bourbon, Vermandois, Monmouth, and Beaufort, 

All theſe are in the liſt, and many more; 

Much paper, pens, and ink, are ſpent to ſcau 

This curious riddle yet no mortal can; 

Perhaps, becauſe that there was no ſuch man 

To fierce biographers we leave that ſtrife, 

We anſwer only for his mimic life: — 

What need we care whether he liv'd in fact, 

If he but live throughout our ſecond act? 

Yet all will gueſs, and each is in the right, J 


Some make him prince, ſoine peer, ſome brown, | 
* 


ſome white; 

Tho few, I think, wou'd know him well at ſighht - 
No matter who he was—The Prelogue's toſk 
Is to put on, not to pull off, the maſk, — 
Then let his viſage, wrapt in iron caſe, 
As hard, as cold, as any critic's face, 
Here oft reviſit, clad in complete ſteel, 
To ſpur and whet our almoſt-blunted zeal, 
To guard the bleſſings of our public weal : 

Wiſely to guard that health which wants no cure, 
Nor, fancied ills to ſhun, true woes enſure ; 
No need for ſtrong reſtoratives we feel, 
For cauſtic fire, or amputating ſteel. — 
Oh! bleſſed ifle, to whom by birth 'tis given, 
To own the choiceſt gifts of bounteous Heaven! 
Thou precious ſtone, ſet in the ſilver ſea, 
Begirt with plenty, peace, and liberty ! 


Thou 
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PROLOGUE. 


Thou fortreſs made by Nature's magic wand 
To guard her children 'gainſt Infeftion's hand 
Oh! like the ſun; thy warmth and light diſpenſe 
With undiminiſh'd rays and influence. 
Nations of freemen yet unborn ſhall own 

Thee parent of their rights—Thou, who alone, 
By ſtorms ſurrounded, fix'd on Albion's rock, 
With pity. from on high beholdſt the ſhock 

Of jarring elements thyſelf at reſt, 

Conſcious that thou, above all nations bleſt, 
Free from revolt alike and {laviſh awe, 


Art doubly ſafe whcre LIBERTY IS LAW! 


DRAMATISSYPERSON x. 


MEN. 
Maſh, = - - Mr. Kelly. 
Commandant, - Mr. Barrymore, 
Turnkey, - - - Mr. Suett. 
Oficer, - - - Mr. Sedgwick. 
Thomas, - - - Mr. Banks. 


Lawyer, - oo - Mr. Waldron, 
Mr. Hollingſworth, 
| | Mr. Jones. 
Charafters in the Mob, Mr. Webbe. 
| | Mr. Fairbrother, 


L Mr. Lyons. 


AND 
Jonas, 1 - Mr. Banniſter, Jun. 
WOMEN. 

Nannette, — — - Miſs Romanzini. 

Abbeſs, - - - Mrs, Edwards. 

Tereſa, od T” =" x Mrs, Fox. 

Nuns, Miſs Hagley, Miſs Barnes, Miſs Stageldoir. 
AD 


Carline, | oy 2 - Mrs, Crouch. 


THE 


LAND or Sr. MARGUERITE. 


1 J. 


SCENE I. A Convent. 


Nuns, Nannette, Qc. 
s 0 Lo and CHORUS. 


J OIN the chorus, raiſe the ſong, 

With one accord ſalute and hail 

The fair maid; oh! may ſhe long 
Adorn our convent's holy veil. 


Hither Carline haſte repair, 
Fly to the ſeat of tranquil joy, 
Haſte, the holy veil prepare, 
And e f ſcenes that never cloy. 
| Join the chorus, &. 


Hence all mortal cares 22 | 
Unchaſte deſires, and worldly love ; 
Hence from Virtue's ſacred reign 
All love but that of Heav'n above. 
Join the chorus, &c. 
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5 Enter Abbeſs. 
Abbeſs. Thanks to you all, my loving family! 


Your joy on this acceſſion to our houſe | 
Has prov'd your zeal for the ſucceſs and honour 
Of our ſiſterhood. ' | 
Tereſa. We but perform our duty when with joy 
We celebrate the entrance of a fair 
And pious Nun—Burt may I not enquire 
Who is this beauteous novice, and from whence 
We boaſt this prize? 
Abbeſs. A prize ſhe is indeed, 
Tho' her condition humble, for that ſerves 
Only to ſhew her perſonal excellence 
In brighter colours. —Hitherto ſhe liv'd 
The adopted child of an old honeſt tenant, 
Who holds his farm of our good patroneſs, 
Tereſa. And came ſhe recommended by the Counteſs? 
Abbeſs. Moſt earneſtly, as one whoſe innocence 
Was threatened by the ſnares of a great Lord, 
Who own'd a caſtle near her father's cottage, 
The ſame who is lately made the Commandant 
Of all this ifland of St. Marguerite— 
But ſee, ſhe comes. | 


Enter Carline. 


| My lovely Carline, we have ſome time delay'd 
The final rites. You come, I truſt, prepar'd 
To accept the veil; we were engag'd, my child, 
In celebrating your admiſſion. 

Car. | knew the cauſe of your feſtivity, 
And heard the accents of your ill-tim'd joy; 
I am a bad diſſembler, and muſt own, 
My heart ſtill ſickens at the ſight of all 
I ſee, and every hour ſtill adds diſguſt. | 

Abbeſs, Was it for this I condeſcended to receive 
A peaſant from a farmer's humble cottage, 
Who knew not her own parents ? 

Car. Yes, I own, | 
That precious ſecret is withheld; alas! 
That myſtery claims pity, not reproach. 
Tho' bred 'midſt rocks, obſcurity my nurſe, 
And my companions, ſave old Maturin, 
But one, and he now loſt— 
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— —Fbbeſs. By what miſchance 

Car. The worſt, as twas unknown ; for what known 
ill 

Can equal all that anxious fear invents— 

One morn the youth who ſhar'd my ſlender fortune, 

Old Maturin's brave ſon, whom I, from uſe 

And long familiarity, call'd brother, 

(Tho' my affections glow'd with brighter flames,) 

Went to the daily chaſe,—But, oh! the night, 

The watchful night, nor all the tedious days, 

Have ſince reſtor'd him. 


13 


S O NG. (Carline.) 


To thy woods, dear Auvergne, then adieu! 
And adieu to the ſound of thy rocks, 

And adieu to the youth whom in childhood I knew, 
Who in dreams my fond fancy ſtill mocks, 


Forget my fond hopes and my love ? 
Forget the dear cauſe of my pain ? 

My ſtrain ſhall invoke him wherever I rove, 
And my voice ſhall be heard to complain. 


Abbeſs. Such diſmal airs, my Carline, will not mend 
Your ſpirits, love; a little privacy 
May reconcile you to your itate. Cheer up, 

Baniſh, my dear, this melancholy mood. | 
Enter a Nun and whiſpers Abbeſs. 

Car, Baniſh my grief by ſolitude, heigh ho ! 
An excellent receipt for gaiety. 

Abbeſs, The Commandant! that muſt not be! oh! 

no! Ss 
Of all men living, he is the laſt to be 
Admitted to the ſight of my new charge. 
And yet how to ep rg his — Afide. 
'Twere beſt for me not to be ſeen by him, 
Nannette, on no account permit Carline 
To ſee the Commandant—We muſt be gone— 
Nannette, you and Tereſa may attend 
Our refractory novice to her cloſet, 
And try the force of your perſuaſion ;— - 
Carline, you may retire. | Exit Abbeſs and Nuns. 

Car. I muſt, you mean, and go 
To court affliction, penance, and feign'd woe, 
dolicit ſighs till tears in earneſt flow, 


TRIO 
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TRIO. Carline, Terefa, and Nannette, 


Carline. 


Ah! who knows from this ſad priſon 
When I ſhall again return. 


Nannctte, 


Ah! why call vou this a priſon 
When you've iworn with zeal you burn 


Tereſa. 


From your promiſe and deciſion, 
Carline, turcly you'd not turn. Erin. 


8 © E N 8 II. A Room inthe C04 Veni. 
Inter Commandant and Nannette, 


Nan. Sir, I tell you again and again, that my Lady 
Abbels is not at home. I wonder you will perſiſt in ths 
manner. You will find nothing here but a houfe full 
of Nuns. 

Com. And is not that ſufficient, my pretty little 
turnkey ? 


Nan. Why you wou'd not, ſurely, force vourſe!t 


into the Nuns apartment? 

Cem. But indeed I wou'd come, come, don't try 10 
took ſo croſs; thoſe good-humour'd little eyes but !!! 
become the office of Cerberus. Have not you the key, 
now, of that old Gothic door ? | 

Nan. Lord, Sir! what do you take me for? 

Cem, For a charming little angel, juſt going to open the 
gates of Paradiſe. 

Nan, No ſuch angel, I aſſure you; if you wait till then 
you'll be heartily tired of Purgatory. | 

Cam. But Nannette, if I were to fink a little in my 
demands, and only requeſt to ſee one of the beauties in 
your Paradiſe, and that only a novice, 

Nen. Oh, Carline, the beautiful Carline, no doubt. 


F * 


Not for the world, Sir; never will ihe come out © 
that door any more, believe me. 


Com. But that need not hinder my ſeeing her, if it 


were only thro' the grate—Y ou knoy —— 


Na 1. 
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Nan. On no account indeed I will not ſhe is not 
to be ſeen—I can't ſtay I have not the key. 

Cem. (Hanging his pur ſe on the door.) But ſuppoſe I 
ſhou'd have it now, hey Nannette ? 

Nan. Why thro' the grate, to be ſure, there's not — 
much harm. | | | 

Cam. Nannette—hey ? 

Nan. (taking the purſe) Well, for once—Y ov'll pro- 
miſe ſecreſy—Only thro' the grate.— I'll watch without; 
this will open the firſt door—Only thro! the grate, 

[ Exit Nannette. 


Commandant rings. | 
Second Door opens, and Carline appears through a Grate, 


Car. Who's there? What means this bold intruſion ? | 
Com, Thy flave, fair angel; thy deliverer. | i 
Car. Deliverer ! Alas all hopes of my deliverance are | | 
vain. 
Cem. Tis not in nature to confine thee thus. No 9 
roſe e er ſhed its fragrance in the deſert, no pearl its luſ- | 
ice in the ſea, no diamond under | | 


Car. O Sir! this is fine language — Roſes in deſerts, 
pearls in the ſea, and diamonds in caverns—fine ſimiles, 
but not quite new. Now, if a Commandant of the 
caſtle ſhou'd be the inſtrument of Liberty, that wou'd 
be new indeed. 


| 

| 
Cem. My life is at your command,—VII loſe it or re- ( 

} 

| 


leaſe you, if you will deign to accept my ſervices. | 
Car, On condition that you build no farther pre- vi 
ſumption on my acceptance — but I fear they will be 0 
very ineffectual. | 1 i 
Com, Had you but ſome diſguiſ | 
Car, I ſtill have luckily retain'd the dreſs with which 4 
[usd to join my brother's chaſe, clad like himſelf. it 


Com, Moſt happlily conceiv'd. — Prepare yourſelf for | 
fight ; a moment Joſt may ruin all—Watch well the | 
vindow of your cell; there ſoon you'll hear me, my 

f 


lweet Angel! — Hark! I fear we may be watch'd. 1 
Car. Away! away! ä 1 
Com. For one ſhort moment, then, adieu! adieu! 6 
this, then, for ſafety, {Shuts both diors. ) | Exeunt. . 1 
. | | fl . | 
64 
37 | 1 
SCENE (0 
1 4 
| 
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SCENE III. An Apartment in the Caſlle. 
| Enter Turnkey and Thomas, 


Turn. Well, Thomas, is every thing prepar'd? are 
all the dainty diſhes ſerv'd? and wines of the beſt quali. 
ties, to ſuit the palate of our noble prisgner ? 

Tho, Alas! all this is to little purpoſe ; he has no ſto- 
mach for any of theſe delicacies—you may change them 
every day if you pleaſe, as often as he changes his fine 
linen and laced ruffles, but you'll never hit his taſte. 

Turn, The iron maſk he wears is no incumbrance to 
him at his meals? 

Tho, No, no; that is no impediment to his eating, 
unleſs, poor man, he takes it fo grievouſly to heart, 
that he loaths his food. | 

Turn. He muſt ſurely be a perſon of great conſe- 
quence—the Commandant never fits down in his pre- 
ſence. But it is not ſafe for us to be too inquiſitive; 1 
can't, however, help obſerving, that in ſpite of all the 
reſpet with which he is treated, ſomething hangs 
upon his mind that makes him more and more melan- 
choly every day. 

Tho. Tho! 1 have been long accuſtomed to difmal 
ſcenes in this place, my heart aches whenever I ſee him, 

Turn. It is time for me to attend the Commandant : 
but ſee, our priſoner comes from his inner apartment; 
we muſt retire, [ Excunt, 


Enter the Maſk. 


{ Maſk. Was not the meaſure full? robb'd of my rights, 

4Zecreted in my childhood, and debas'd ; 

My very name denied me; and all means 

Of proving my fair lineage rendered vain : 
Jay more, not only am J here confin'd, 

But in this curs'd diſguiſe'; and worſt of ills, 
Here I'm for ever barr'd the ſight of all I love. 


Enter Commandant, 


Com. Sir, I attend your pleaſure, and entreat 
Your orders to provide for every thing 
Your taſte or fancy can ſuggeſt. 


Maſt 
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Maſe. At your hands, Sir, [ may accept 
Theſe marks of kindneſs and reſpect, but not 
As an attonement for theſe vile injuries, 8 

Cm. Name but your wants; whatever luxuries 
This town affords are yours. 1 

Haft. Sir, all the luxuries of France were well 
Exchang'd for one grain of that luxury, 

Without which all the reſt ſoon nauſeate, 
gweet liberty, the firſt, beſt right of man. ; 

Com. Wow'd it were in my power—but, Sir, my life's 
Reſponſible if you are known. Therefore, | 
pardon the caution which | uſe per force. 

Thos, with your leave, farewel. „ 

Majk. His life reſponſible it Pm diſcovered ! Ha! 

My own, then, ſurely more ſo—This reſpect; | 
My ſplendid entertainment in this priſon ; 
Il-omen'd favours ! be they what they may 
[ll riſque the attempt. "Thus Il infcribe my name, 
And thus to fortune truſt it, „ | 
[/Frites bis name on the plate, and throws it out 
of the window. | 


A IX. 


There my laſt die is thrown « 
Now all my hopes are flown ; 
There hangs my fate. 
The drowning wretch thus clings to every reed, 
And from his ſuff rings by death alone is freed, 2 
xXits 


SCENE IV. View of the Coflle. 
Enter Jonas in bis Boat, 
SONG. (Jonas.) 


Oh dear! Oh dear, no hopes for Jonas. 
Alas! thou ſighſt in vain, poor Jonas. 
Nannette's hard heart doth Jonas hate, 
Ah! thank thyſelf for thy fate; 
Ah! curſe on thy logger pate. 
Was ever ſuch a wretched dangler ! 
Thou needſt the patience of 4n angler, 
With rod and line to wait and wait; 
Ah! Nannette never will be thy mate— 
No, ſhe's too cunning to bite at thy þait, 


(03 I've 
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I've learnt to ſpear or tickle a trout; 
But alas! in love I'm but a lout, 
An oyſter, croſs'd in love, may be; 
Ahl ttis all in vain, I tee; 
Ah! Nannette is not for me. 
Cou'd I but catch her in my net, 
I'd teach the haughty Miſs Nannette 
No more to call me thou Booby ; 
Ah! Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, 
*Cauſe Jonas can't ſay his AB C. 


Jonas. Here have I, man and boy, theſe fifteen years 
been fiſherman ; and my beſt cuſtomers—theſe Nun 
a pretty little fry ; heigh ho !—cou'd I but catch my 
Nannette thus /throwing his net.) Oh la! what x fine 
laſs our Abbeſs has hook'd ; I ſaw her thro' the window, 
peering round to find a hole to creep out, like the eel; 
in my well boat. — Odds fiſh, what's here? —it ſhines 
like a dead mackarel. A ſilver plate, this will be a nice 

reſent for Nannette—Slife, I'd better not touch it; tt 
3 bait to catch poor folks, and clap 'em up in thi 
old dungeon. 33 


Enter Turnkey. 


Turn. Who is there? Maſter Jonas, what have you 
got there? 
Fieonas. Only a fiſh. 
Turn. A ſilver plate - where did you find this, Sir? 
onas, Here it lay in the ditch, as flat as a flounder, 
gliſtening all one as a dead roach in the ſun. 
Turn, My friend, you ſoon be dead as any roach, 
but not in the ſun, for you muſt be my gueſt, and our 
black hole is not troubled much with the ſun: come 
long, you thief, Holoa; [Enter ſelliern 


$0LO gnd CHORUS. Jonas and Soldiers. 


Soldiers. 


Come, come, come away. 
What do you do here? 
Come, come, come away. 


Jonas. 


Hear poor Jonas, Hear. 


— 
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8 Soldier 3. 


Come, come, no more delay. 


Oh drag me not! oh ſtay. k { 

Enter Commandant, 4 js 

em. What's all this noiſe and riot? | | | | 
Turn. A thief! that's all, Sir, not worth your ho- \} ih! 


our's notice, only ſome buſineſs for us underlings, 


hipping, or burning, or hanging, or ſuch little per- wh 
wifites, that's all—We found him with that plate. {1-2 
Cm. Give it to me.—By Heavens the very plate he 1 


s ſervd upon — And here is his name infcrib'd. Ruin, | 1 1 

'm loſt! | Hide. — Lead him to inſtant death—But firſt IN | 

wply your ſharpeſt tortures to produce confeffion— 11 

The queſtion, ordinary and extraordinary, But ſtay | | 
| 


word with him myſelf. —Come hither. Has no one 
ken this plate but you ? 


Jonas. No, your honour, | 
Cm. Know you this writing? = 
Jonas. Writing? Sink or ſwim, not II never learnt 
to read and write. 
Cm. So you cannot read? | 
Turn, Read! Faith this is the queſtion extraordinary 
Indeed. [ Zſide.] | 
Jonas, Sure your honour won't hang a man till he is || 
ad, dead as a herring, cauſe he can't read. | A 
m. No, that is the thing that ſaves you.— 
Jou may releaſe him, and yourſelves begone. 
Turn. Well, here is a man excus'd "cauſe he can't 
Now in England a man is hanged for the ſame 
rlon—T thought a man was not entitled to his benefit 
i! clergy unleſs he cou'd read. h i lt 
Jenas. Why, friend Turnkey, who wou'd have nt | 
Fought that you were ſuch a clerk ? ſuch a lumination 14 
the law? Why you're as full of light as the eleQri- 
\cel—But I believe your light chiefly lies in the prac- 
dee of the law. 
Turn, Well, while I live, no man ſhall catch me 0 
ding, Exeunt Turnkey and Soldiers. | 
Cm, Now you are in ſafety, tell us where you found | 
i plate, my man, _ 8 
N | C2 Jonas. 
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whether ſhe mayn't rival Nannette. 
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Jonas. Right under that ſmall grate, ſo high in that 
round tower; I was beneath ſearching for eels as yy, 
in the ditch. . 

Com. Your buſineſs then makes you acquainted gi 
theſe premiſes ? | n 

Jonas. Aye, many a year. 

Com. And the old convent ? 

Jonas. Aye, aye, every hole and-corner—Ryt juſ 
now, thro an old caſement, I ſpied ſuch a Nun, "two; 
move the pity of a ſhark—At firſt I thought her merry 
as a grig—ſhe ran round and round like carp in a fey 
pe flounce ſhe flapp'd down as dull as a ſtock 

Com. Can you conduct me to the window, friend: 

Jona). There, that's it but if ſhe ſees you, ſh&l] 
dart away like a pike, | 

Com: Lucky accident ! come with me for a ladder 
inſtantly.—But is ſhe ſo very beautiful? 

Jonas. The prettieſt creature you ever ſaw; I doubt 


AIR. (Jonas.) 


What a ſkin, not a wrinkle, 
Oh how her eyes twinkle, 
Ods fiſh, I believe ſhe's as pretty as Nan ; 
Oh! did you but view her, 
(I with that you knew her) 
You'd cry how I pity the poor fiſherman. 


Her eyes darted thro* me; 
This Nun will undo me; 
Yet how can I ever forget my Nannette ? 
No! nor the Nun neither; 
So e' en give me either, 
Ah! Jonas, tis all fiſh that comes to thy net. 
8 [Exeunt, 


Carline at the /indow in Boy's Claaths, 


Car. Yes, I'll, accept his offer to eſcape, : for that 
implies no more — Impriſon'd thus, why ſhou'd | het 
tate to uſe ſuch means as providence has furniſh'd?— 
Hark ! he comes—a ſtranger with him. | 

[ Retires from the winds 


Enter Commandant and Jonas, with 4 Ladder. 


Jenas. There, the window is open, Sir. 6 
: | N. 
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eim. Now for the ladder. 
Jonas, Now then for Nannette. 


| The Commandant goes up, and Jonas ſings. 


S O N.G, (Jonas.) 


Here we-go up, 
And now we get in, 
And now we get in, 
As glib as an eel. 
Oh, what rare fun to pry, 
Into the nunnery : 
Sure never man yet won 
Such a fair Nun, 
Here we go up—we go—Toll de roll la radi 
Here we go up—we go— Toll de roll loll. 


after him.] 


net? well, a very gudgeon, faith! he next time I 
embark in the ſame boat with a Commandant, may I 
be gorged with my own tackle— I'll ſtick in his gills. 


SCENE V. Convent. 


Enter Carline. 


Car. Why ſhou'd I dread the ſtings of calumny ? 
No! to regain my natural rights I fly, 
And conſcious innocence ſhall be my ſhield. 


SONG. (Carline.) 
Oh! joyous day, oh! happy hour! 


Oh! Fortune, now I own thy power ; 
With joy confeſs thy ſovereign ſway, 
And fly thy ſummons to obey: 

No more we dread the convent's doom, 
The fatal veil the cloyſter's gloom, 


Enter Commandant. 


Com, My charmer dreſs'd and ready for a flight? 
Car, Yes; ready for a flight—(or two N 


[Commandant gets in-at the window, pulls the ladder in 


Jonas. How! left in the lurch? Caught in my own. 


[ Exit into boat. 


——_— — 
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I ſhall fly as faſt from you when once I am out of thi, 
priſon. T Afide.] n 

Com. Delay, my love, is dangerous, let us be gone. 

Car. But whither, Sir? : 

Com, Leave that to me; I can provide a place in the 
caſtle where none carr trace your ſteps. 

Car. Nor I retrace my own perhaps. | 4/ide.] Is 
there no other way ? 

Com. No, none, my angel; for I am confin'd to con- 
Kant reſidence to guard the [ron Maſk. 

Car. I hear ſo much of this Iron Maſk, I muſt learn 
who it is. 

Cam. We loſe our time. 

Car. Sir, you loſe yours in trying to perſuade me; 
not a ſtep will I ſtir till you tell me. 

Cum. Well, well—'tis a youth kept in an iron maſk, 
Sure you cannot care about a ſtranger—from, the Lord 
knows where—Auvergne, I think. 

Car. Auvergne! Oh Heavens! that name alone ſut- 
fices to endear the Maſk [ 4/ide]—l muſt behold him. 

Com. My life depends on ſecreſy. | 

Car, My ſtirring hence depends upon your promiſe, 

Com. Well, then, you have it. 


DUE TT. (Commandant and Carline.) 
Commandant. 


My love, from hour to hour, 
Why will you thus delay ? 
My love, my Carline, wiry will you thus delay? 


Carline. 


Ah! were it in my power, 
I ſliou'd be ſoon away. 


Com. 


Both love and time now favour. 


Car. 
Oh, happy, joy ful meaſure, 


Com. 
Then you'll no longer waver? 


I Car. | 
Why ſhou'd 1? Oh, what pleaſure! 


C N. 
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Com. You'll come, then ? 
Car. Yes. 

Com. You will not fail, then ? 
Car. No, I will not fail. 
Com. Come, then. | 
Car. No. Wu. 
Com. No? itt 
Car. Yes, &c. 1 | | 


Com. | U 11 
What joy ! oh, what delight, oh! [1 ji 
Oh! what true joy I prove. 1 | 


Car. (Afide ) 


Excuſe a little falſehood, you 
Who know the tricks of love. LE. 
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SCENE I. A Chamber ia the Convent, 


Enter Abbeſs and Nannette. 
Abbeſs. 
W E LL, Nannette, have you tried the means 


thought of? Your ſwain, the fiſherman, ſees all that 
paſſes near the caſtle, | e 

Nan. This morning Jonas tapp'd againft the caſement, 
fo I peep'd out in hopes of having a little converſation 
with him about this Iron Maſk, 


S ON G. (Nannette.) 


There ſtood Jonas at the window 
All in tears, begging, ſighing, and ſobbing, ob; 
So, ſays I, who's that below? 
Pray what do you want, good Fiſherman ?— 
Dear Mrs. Nannette, indeed 'tis no fin, 
Open the window, love, let poor Jonas in—— 
No, Maſter Jonas, no—no, Maſter Jonas, ao; 
No, Fiſherman. 


Well, quoth Jonas, then I vow, 
(Marching off pouting, all in a huff, you know) 
Then *tis time to make my bow 
The ſooner the better, good Fiſherman— 

Yet, Mrs, Nannette, one word ere you leave me ; 
Won't you ſtop ? well, to-morrow I hope you'll receive me 
No, Maler Jonas, no— no, Maſter Jonas, no; 

No, Fiſherman. 


Abbeſs. So you learnt nothing from Jonas then Nl 


_ employ Carline to worm this ſecret out of the Comman- 


dant, for I would ſooner allow him to ſee her, than 
remain in ignorance — If I live I will get to the bottom 


of it. Have you confined Carline to her cloſet ? 


Nan. Yes, that I have, and breught away the key. | 
Enter Tereſa, 
Tereſa, Oh, Madam, TI bring the ſaddeſt news- 


A, (ſin 
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bet. What, child? 

Teresa. Oh horrible, impious ſacrilege; oh, treache- 
wos, profligate wretch ! 

Abet. Who? what? when? where? 

ſweſa, Carline, Madam — Carline is gone, eſcap'd, 
mn away +» 

5%. Mercy on me! Carline eſcap'd! — tell me 
wick, what have you learnt of her flight? ; 
Treſa. Only that it was out of the window into the 
aſtle ditch 5 but whether with the Commandant or the 
herman, or how; whether ſhe flew or ran, or ſail'd 
; ſwam, I can't tell. 

Alben. Come, children, let us purſue her without 
ba- we'll find her, if on earth—the caſtle ſhall not 
ptect her. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE. II Hiſide of the Caſtle. 
Maſk diſcovered ſleeping. 
Enter Commandant and Carline. 


Un. ve kept my word,—See there, he ſleeps, 

(xr, Oh, what a noble form! ſure that diſguiſe 
mceals a countenance that wou'd beſpeak 

bh birth, - Poor wretch ! Heaven reſt his ſoul ! 

Un, Tis the firſt reſt that I've been witneſs to 

ce his confinement. x 

lr, Oh! what a heart have you 

bold ſuch an employment. 

un, But ſee, he wakes! away! | [ Exeunt. 
yk, Oh, that theſe eyes had been for ever clos'd ! 


SONG. (Maſk) 


From diſmal dreams I wake to woe ; 
Scarce doth my fight return, when lo! 
here'er mine anguiſh'd eye-balls roll 

In viſion's horror haunts my ſoul. 


And now—ah me ! acroſs the gloom 
A beam of light angelic ſhone ; 
A lovely ray; alas, *tis gone! 
1 hus hope, ſweet hope the priſon's doom 
Delights to cheer; and fancy fair 
en here, e'en here, forbids deſpair, 
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Is this my regal chair my throne ? 
This dungeon all the vaſt domain | 
O'er which one day I hop'd to reign 2 
Pet hope, ſweet hope, each wretch's groan 
Delights to cheer, and vital air, 
E'en here, e'en here, forbids deſpair, 


In this dread (lent ſolitude I ſoon 

Shou'd loſe all memory of this world, and fink 
In apathy ; but for thoſe charms, that grace, 
Whoſe inexhauſtible variety 

Is food for endleſs contemplation. 


Enter Turnkey. ' 


Turn. Contemplation ! ſure your honour can't wart 
that here. I'm order d to prepare whatever your hy. 
nour waats; and if 'tis contemplation, I think [ hays 
in my own patronage as much to grant by virtue of thi 
key, as your honour can wiſh for. | 

Maſk. My friend, you ſtrangely miſconceive rfl 

words, 
Or elſe, as I judge by your countenance, 
You are pleas'd to jeit. 

Turn. I am ſory, Sir, I have not the ſame means to 
judge of your pleaſaptry, and return the compliment 
but cou'd I fee the'eiFect, I dare be ſworn the muſt 
of your face will change, when you hear what am 
damſel you are about to ſee; ſhe has fo wheed|:d cut 
Commandant, that he has conſented to let her lee yout 
honour's maſk — but that it mayn't be ſaid that petticoat 
are ſeen in the caſtle, he has dreſs'd her up like a youn 
huntſman. Pray don't ſmoke the boy. _— 

Maſk. You ſay the is young and fair. 

Turn. Aye, food for contemplation — L'II ſen! be 
(Hort but | fear theſe ſhouts will interrupt your pi 
vate meditations. [E. 

Maſk. Tis ſtrange the General ſhould give content 
At peril of his life and why this girl 
Shou'd be ſo urgent to obtain this leave. 

Oh, my Carline! cou'd I fee thee in lieu of her: 
But Oh! to lee these thus—then to diſclote | 
Myſelf, wou'd forfeit thy dear life, —Hark ! bark: 
She comes, + ha a | 
[Carline enters, and paſſes over the flag, Wl 
with curioſity and fear at the Malk. W 


* 
5 


a ae 


_—  _ —— ͤ — 


Sr. MARGUERITE. 27 


Maſk. Oh Heavens! Oh Heavens! what viſion 
mocks my ſight! | | 
Tis gone! Oh, cruel dream, thus to delude 


My longing eyes. 


— 


Re-enter Carline. 


| Again !—nay, then, 'tis ſhe : 
Car. Oh fear not, gentle priſoner, you ſee 
Im but a ſtripling, a poor helpleſs boy, 
Without the power or wiſh to do you harm. 
Maſk. (Hfide.) If I refrain, my heart will burſt, and if 
| ſpeak, 'tis death. 
Car. Why turn you from me, Sir? 
Oh! let not ſhame cauſe filence; let the ſhame 
Fall on their heads who cou'd invent, or have 
The heart to uſe ſuch ſtudied cruelty, 
Maſk. ({fide.) Her gentle nature could not ſtand 
the ſhock. 
Car, Nay, then, perhaps I treſpaſs —PII retire. (going) 
Maſks, Oh, ſtay, my Carline, hear thy brother's voice! 


Car. My brother! Ha! 


DUET. (Carline and Maſk.) 
Maſk. 
Oh, Carline, ſtay, flie not away. 


Carline. 


Oh Heavens! Oh no, it cannot be. 
Ky 
Thus may this day my woes repay, 
Carline. 


That form—'tis ſo— yes, yes, *tis he, 


Emer Commandant. 


Com, How ! known to each other! and in tranſports 
too! 
All hopes of her cut of —My life at ſtake ! 
His, then, mult be the forfeit. (Draws at the Maſk.) 
Carline preſents a piſtol at the Commandant. 
D 2 4 Com 4 
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And all the town ſurrounds the ramparts, 


Fall on ;—ſpare not a man. [ Exeunt 
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Com. Ha! is it thus! (lamps) 

| 1 [ Enter Officer and $ oiditys 
Seize and confine them to their ſeveral cells, | 
Bring forth the cage of iron for the Maſk ; 
And for that other find the loweſt vault, 
Deep under ground, where neither light nor air 
Can penetrate, | 


TRIO. Officer, Maſk, and Carlinc, 
Maſk. 


Torn from thee, Carline, muſt theſe eyes 
So ſoon reſign the glorious prize? 

For me no joys, but in thy fight! 

Then welcome death, eternal night ! 


Carline. 
Ah! muſt I looſe thee thus, my foul ! 


Oh, cruel fate !---juit Heaven controul 
The tyrant's rage—oh, yet give ear; 
In mercy hear a wretch's prayer ! 


Offer. 


No more; prepare to meet thy doom, 
There, in that dungeon's deepeſt gloom, 
Thou never more ſhalt fee the day. 
Haſte, haſte, begone—away, away. 


[ Exeunt Officer, Maſk, and Carline. 


Enter an Officer. 


Officer. Prepare, Sir, for defence—the fort is attaci'l, 


The general cry is againſt your life. | 
Com. Haſte, then—be gone; — collect the garriſon ; 


SCENE III. A Street. 


Enter Mob. 


1/2 Citizen, Neighbours and friends, are Jon then 
all determin'd to releaſe this noble pris ner? 
my lads, ; 


Speak out, 


ad Citizi 
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2d Citizen, Aye, aye, ſpeak out like men, openly 
and handſomely. 
Citizen, I hat we will! wee Il get him o--out 


of this old caſtle, or not le--e--eave one ſtone upon a | j| 
another in it, I vow, if it is the la-a-a- ſt word I ever Wh 
{--peak. my 


Jonas. If you call that ſpeaking, I hope it will be hi 
our Jaſt word indeed; I thought we ſhou'd have waited Bll || 
till doomſday for your laſt word. { N 


Enter Abbeſs. 


Abels. What's all this diſturbance? are you coming 1 | 
to pull my houſe down ? | 19 
Jonas. No, no; we have other fiſh to fry. | (ot 

Lawyer. Come, come; to buſineſs. Gentlemen of the "i | 
Committee of Iuſurrection, I humbly move you, being 14 
clearly of opinion that the detention of the Iron Maſk is i | BY 
illegal, that we proceed in an orderly manner to ſue "Mi 
out his habeas corpus.—If we can't have his face, at MW 
leaſt, we'll have his body. 

Abbeſs. The Iron Maſk Oh lud! who is he? Aye, 
aye; deliver him, and FI! aſſiſt you, that I will—Well, 
Imglad it's no worſe ; I thought you were come to re- 
leaſe all my nuns. 

Jonas. No, there's no need of us for that; they'll 
releaſe themſelves, never fear. 


Lawyer. It will not be long, Mrs. Abbeſs, before 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
14 b 
Yo. nunery, | | | l | 
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ea all which it inherits, ſhall diflolve, 
And, like the traceleſs paſſage of his wherry, 
Leave not a nun behind, | 

Jonas. No, leave none behind. 

[ Enter Turnkey. 

Ah, my friend ! | 

Turn, For Heaven's ſake, Jonas, don't acknowledge 
me, It 
Jonas, What tho' 1 do ſwim at the top juſt now; 
What tho! a ſhoal of friends be at my tail, ax 
No man ſhall ſay that Jonas &er diſown'd _ 
His friend. EOS | by 

Turn. Oh! mercy, Jonas, mercy ! ſl 

Jonas. Why I be not atham'd of thee becauſe thou | 
happeneſt to be turnkey. Y 


* 


All the Mob. The Turnkey ! the Turnkey ! the Turn- 
key !—Hang bim! hang him! hang him! WAL 
Man 1 i 11 
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In rivets of ſtrong ſteel: and jn a vault, 
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Man Cook, Hanging is too good for him; make 


Turn, What! would you eat me up? 

Jonas. Rot him, a tough old porpus; let him go; 
he is neither fiſh nor fleſh. 

Turn. 1 hanks, countrymen; I'm at your ſervice. 

Jonas. Give us, then, your keys; we hear there i; 
ſtore of good proviſions in your caſtle. The Iron Maſk, 
we hear, lives upon ragouts, and pattées. | 

Turn. Ragouts! aye, aye, you ſhall have my keys; 
but for the pattées you'll find in our old caſtle, much 
good may do you, unleſs your ſtomachs are like o. 
triches; plenty of iron grates and barrs; or if your 
teeth are like the ſtone-eater's, you'll find a deal of 
cruſt to crack in our old walls. 

Jonas. Depend upon it, if we ſhew our teeth we 
bite; come, maſter Turnkey, make good uſe of your 
keys, or elſe you may chance to dangle like a bunch of 
'em at your own door.—{Shout.)J—Hey dey ! | believe 
the buſineſs is ready done to our hands—tor here comes 
the Commandant, | 


Enter Officer. 
Officer. File off there!—Stand back, you fiſherman. 


Jenas. What do you think I can run backwards like 
a crab: So proud of your red coat, you bold lobſter, 
There he comes, poor gentleman, mute as a fiſh. — 
Friend Turnkey, won't you ſpeak to your old maſter: 
ſee, he's coming. . 

Turn. Pve no farther buſineſs with culprits when 
they are got without my gates; beſides, I've ſlips my 
neck out of the collar, All's holiday with me now— 
What's a key without a lock—a jailor and no ail * 
| | Throws down keys and Hu. 

Jonas. Say no more, but ſhove your boat oli, 


Enter Commandant and Gentlemen, 


Com. The day is yours, but let not frantic zeal 
Tranſport your mind from liberty to licence; 
Let juſtice then prevail. In juſtice now, 

Imuſt unfold a ſecret which lies hid: 
Deep in the loweſt cell; ſeek there a youth, 
Pent in an iron cage bis face diſguisd 


A mald 
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A maid in man's attire ; her name's unknown— 

But for the youth—know all—His birth is royal. 

Haſt ere too late; pluck off that foul diſguiſe 

Behold the features of your regal ſtock ; 

A front that ſpeaks the lineage whence he ſprang. 

[ Exeunt Commandant and Gentlemen. 


SONG. By an Officer. 


Neighbours, friends, with boſems glowing, 
Ever panting to be tree, 

Generous hearts, with zeal o'erflowing, 
Crown this day with liberty. 


Chorus. Then join the chorus, lads rejoice, 
The day is all our own; 

Hark, to the call, *tis Fredom's voice, 
And liberty we'll crown, 


Thus ſhall we be great and glorious, 
Tyranny and torture ceaſe; 

Thus ſhall juſtice be victorious, 

Freedom, harmony, and peace. 


Chorus Then join, &c. [Exennt, 


SCENE IV. Ruins of the Caſtle. 


The Mob bring forward Maſk (unmaſked) and Carline— 
Abbeſs, Nannette, Nuns, Wc, follow from the Top. 


Maſt. Thus to be bleſt—my natural form reſtor'd — 
My liberty—my love! what farther gift 
Cou'd Heav'n beſtow on us? | 
Temple of Liberty riſes from among the Ruins 
ie Caſile, 
Such are the joys of liberty and love! 
Oh! may they ever thus triumphant prove : 
Laſt unimpair'd thro” each ſucceeding age, 
And fill the laſt recording angel's page. 


ENI. E. 


Carline. 


Thus, at length, the ſtorm blown over, 
Sun beams bright, and calms ſucceed: 

Thus thro' dreary wilds each rover 
Finds at laſt the flowery mead. 


Nan, 
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ce 


Thus, joys withheld encreaſe the fire, 
Torments often pleaſures breed ; 
Each mortal ill, each fierce defire, 
Of it's own cure contains the ſeed. 


Maſk. 


Thus may each faithful, conſtant lover 
From his cruel fate be freed ; 

Thus, when oppreſs'd, may he diſcover 
His true love—His friend in need, 
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